began to laugh, a short, mirthless laugh.   "No, it's not
blood. It's lipstick," she said.

"Now, how could I get lipstick all over my coat?" Bob
asked, flabbergasted. "I have not been near any girl------"

"Well, it's not so unusual for a young tenor who is a
success," Sybil said. "And you are a success to-night. I am
glad you are. You'll get used to having lipstick all over you."

There was nothing Bob could answer. "Where.in hell
did I get that lipstick on me? " he thought. He felt that he
would take Sybil in his arms and kiss her once more if he
remained another minute so close to her; yet he didn't
know how to get away. A bulky dark shadow appearing
through the door put an end to the tense situation.

"Yes, Slickum?" Sybil said.

"A jes' wants to see if your bags are ready to go to the
boat," Slickum announced. "You better get dressed, Miss
Sybil, an' get ev'thing ready an* packed."

"Right away, Slickum. How's Mr. Bhakaroff now?"

"Don't you worry, Miss Sybil, Mist' Bakrow's coming
'round fine. He's jes' like one o' dem prize fighters, been
knocked a bit groggy, but he's feelin' fine," Slickum assured
her. In a way it made it easier that Slickum stood between
them and watched their farewell like a disinterested but
reliable guard. One moment she was still there, so close
Bob Marsh could have touched her if he had dared, and the
nest moment she was gone. He gave a deep sigh as he
wandered off towards his own dressing-room, wondering
about the lipstick on his shirt.

After entering her room Sybil leaned for a moment
against the door, trying to collect herself. She was through
with her part for to-night and she tore off her costume and
changed into the blue outfit with the silver fox. She looked
at her wrist watch, it was very late. If the last act didn't
start soon they would miss the boat. She hoped they
wouldn't. She wanted to be through with it all, with this

132